mosque, where I was allowed to stand by the aris-
tocratic young chief of police, who wore a woolly,
gray, fez-shaped cap. Outside the railings stood a
dense crowd of veiled women.

Soon after I arrived a squadron of the body-guard
rode up from the city, carrying red-and-green pen-
nons on long staffs, and halted before the gates of
the palace. And almost at the same moment the
palace musicians, in dark-blue, red, and gold, wear-
ing short swords, and carrying shining brass instru-
ments, marched into the inclosure. They stood still,
then dropped their instruments on the ground,
moved away, and sat down on the bank, lolling in
easy attitudes. Time slipped by, and important
people strolled in, officers, court officials, attendants.
Eunuchs shambled loosely past in wonderfully fit-
ting, long frock-coats, wearing turquoise rings on
their large weak hands, and looking half-piteously
impudent. Men hurried into the mosque carrying
brown Gladstone bags. Nazim Pasha, weary and
grave, the weight of war already on his shoulders,
talked with the master of the ceremonies beside
some steps before which lay a bright-yellow carpet.

This Is the sultan's entrance to the mosque. It is
not imposing. The two flights of steps curve on
right and left to a trivial glass porch which reminded
me of that bulbous addition to certain pretentious
houses which is dignified by the name "winter gar-

216